THE    GODS    DEPART

In the winter of 1912-13 I was with the Bulgarian

army in its triumphant invasion of Turkey.   For

Bulgaria was part of the Balkan League, that miracle

of temporary coalition arranged by Venizelos and

James Bourchier, the famous correspondent of The

Times at Sofia.   In the summer of 1913 I was again

sent to the Balkans, and journeyed to various points

of Serbia and Albania, again, for the most part, with

Edith Durham, a better protection than a cavalry

escort.   While we were in  the Albanian town of

Kortcha (Koritza), the Greek Commandant posted a

telegram saying that Greece and Serbia had declared

war on Bulgaria.   That was on June sgth, another

milestone upon the ominous road  to death.    The

Balkan League was broken up.   With characteristic

treachery,  Roumania struck Bulgaria in the  back

while her armies were occupied in defence against the

attacks of Greeks and Serbs on her southern and

western frontiers.   I then foresaw the future alliance

of Bulgars with Turks, which two years later led to the

union of Bulgaria with the Central Powers against us,

and so to die evacuation of our troops from the

Dardanelles peninsula.

But those incomparable disasters were not yet
realized as we wandered throughout southern Albania
and visited the queer little Government of the newly
independent country at Avlona (Valona). It was a
rude Ministry of Moslems and Christians united for once
by their bristling hatred of Greeks, Serbs and Monte-
negrins, and their suspicious dislike of all the Powers
except England. They hoped that George V would
send a prince to govern them, and I thought at the
time how wise England would have been to give them
Edith Durham as Kralitza, with two million pounds
and me as her Grand Vizier. We should have ridden
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